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suburban road was filled with the light and the smells which I
associated with the joy of those afternoons when, on rare
occasions, we had been let out at four. I walked slowly past
the railings of the leafless gardens. I was reminded of a walk
that I had taken with Augustin when, with a mechanical
gesture, he had let his fingers run along the uprights as though
they had been the strings of a harp. The strange background
of his life, I told myself, had kept him free from all rigid
patterns and classifications. But only to a few is it given to
tread the heights, to join the company of the great Solitaries.
I had no such pretentions, nor did I wish to have, and Florence,
I thought, had no reason either to aspire to such a state. That
was why I planned, without further delay, to stimulate in her
a taste for subtle social differentiations.
I felt sure that I should find her seated beside the fire. At
first, when I told her that I had just come back from the school,
I saw that she was concentrating her mind to take in what I
might have to tell her, but, at the first words I uttered, a look
of disappointment in her face showed clearly that she no longer
expected anything from me. I stopped in the middle of what
I was saying, and reminded her that there had been a time when
she attached great importance to her position in society,
pointing out that she must not go on despising what so
unparalleled a situation offered unless she wanted to bring
ridicule upon the members of our group. After all, there was
no reason why we should not open our charmed circle to a
few people of intelligence, in short, establish a salon.
For a long time I discoursed eloquently on this theme,
but her silence defeated my fluency. In the darkness the half-
burned logs among the ashes showed with a livelier glow.
I could see nothing but the outline of her bowed figure. What
madness to cheat myself into believing that I could any longer